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THE

PBEST HIS TALE.

A. PORE wydoWj somdcl stope in a#e,

Was whilom duellyng in a pore cotagc,

Bisyde a grove, stondyng in a dale.

This wytlowe, of which I tellc yow my tale,,

Syn thilke day that sche was last d wlf,

In paciens ladde a ful symple lyf.

For litel was hir catel and hir rentf ;

For housbondry of such as God hir seiitf,

Sche fond hirself, and cek hir dough tres tuo.

Thre large sowcs li&ddc sche,, and no mo,               10

Thre kyn, ^nd cek a schecp that highte Malle,

Ful sooty was hir bour, and eok hir halle,

In winch she eefc ful many a sclender mcel.

Of poynaunt saws hir nccdicl^ never a deeL

Noon deynteth- morsel passidt* thoragh hir throte ;

Hir dyete was accordant to hir cote,

Repleccioun ine made hir never sik ;

Attcinpre dyete was al hir phisik,

And exercise, and faertes suffisaunce.

The goute lette hir nothing for to daunce,             20

The apoplexie ne schente not hir heed ;

No wyn ne drank sche, nother whit ne reecl;

Hir bord was servyd most with whit and blak,

Milk and broun bred, in which sche fond no Iak3

Saynd bacoun,, and som tyme an ey or tweye ;

For sche was as it were a manor deye.

A yerd sche- had^ enclosed al aboute

With stikkeSj and a drye dich withoute,